MODERN TRAVEL

curving round. It is rather hard to believe in the
real sea, on this sort of clay-pale plain.

But soon we begin to climb to the hills. And
soon the cultivation begins to be intermittent.
Extraordinary how the heathy, moor-like hills
come near the sea : extraordinary how scrubby
and uninhabited the great spaces of Sardinia are.
It is wild, with heath and arbutus scrub and a sort
of myrtle, breast-high. Sometimes one sees a few
head of cattle. And then again come the greyish
arable patches, where the corn is grown. It is
like Cornwall, like the Land's End region. Here
and there, in the distance, are peasants working
on the lonely landscape. Sometimes it is one man
alone in the distance, showing so vividly in his
black and white costume, small and far-off like
a solitary magpie, and curiously distinct. All the
strange magic of Sardinia is in this sight. Among
the low, moor-like hills, away in a hollow of the
wide landscape, one solitary figure, small but vivid
black-and-white, working alone, as if eternally.
There are patches and hollows of grey arable
land, good for corn. Sardinia was once a great
granary.

Usually, however, the peasants of the South
have left off the costume. Usually it is the in-
visible soldier's grey-green cloth, the Italian khaki.
Wherever you go, wherever you be, you see this
khaki, this grey-green war clothing. How many
millions of yards of the thick, excellent, but hate-
ful material the Italian Government must have
provided I don't know: but enough to cover Italy
with a felt carpet, I should think. It is everywhere.
It cases the tiny children in stiff and neutral frocks
and coats, it covers their extinguished fathers, and
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